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And ever she that sat on the sea-rock

Sang, and about her all the reefs were white

With bones of men whose souls were turned to fire;

And if she were or were not what I thought.

Meseemed we drew not near enough to know;

For ere we came to split upon that reef

The sundering planks opened, and through their breach

Swarmed in the dense surf of the dolorous sea

With hands that plucked and tongues thrust out at us,

And fastened on me fiamelike, that my flesh

Was molten as with earthly fire, and dropped

From naked bone and sinew; but mine eyes

The hot surf seared not, nor put out my sense;

For I beheld and.heard out of the surge

Voices that shrieked and heads that rose, and knew

Whose all they were, and whence their wrath at me;

For all these cried upon me that mine ears

Rang, and my brain was like as beaten brass,

Vibrating ; and the froth of that foul tide

Was as their spittle shot in my full face

That burnt it; and with breast and flanks distent

I strained myself to curse them back, and lacked

Breath; the. sore surge throttled my tongueless speech,

Though its weight buoyed my dipping chin, that sank

No lower than where my lips were burnt with brine

And my throat clenched fast of the strangling sea,

Till I swam short with sick strokes, as one might

Whose hands were maimed; then mine ill spirit of sleep

Shifted, and showed me as a garden walled,

Wherein I stood naked, a shipwrecked man,